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EDITORIAL 


Winter's  sNOw  Fun  Without 
Snowballs 

Like  the  Ski  Patrol  at  St.  Saveur, 
Selwyn  teachers  were  out  in  force  after  the 
first  snowfall  a  little  while  ago.  A  few 
spirited  students,  in  a  picturesque  display  of 
Canada  at  its  best,  celebrated  the  coming  of 
winter  by  engaging  in  a  harmless,  good 
natxired  snowball  fight.  They  were  quickly 
supressed,  their  flaming  excitement 
quenched,  by  misused  authority.  The  Safety 
Generation  strikes  again. 

At  some  hospitals  in  the  United  States, 
as  many  as  1/3  of  the  major  operations  end 
in  a  lawsmt.  Doctors  and  others  are  afiraid  to 
help  a  choking  percon  in  a  restaurant, 
fearing  that  even  if  tbey  are  able  to  save  the 
person,  their  efforts  may  result  in  legal 
action.  Many  schools  in  the  States  have  done 
away  with  contact  sports,  fearing  the  wrath 
of  insurance  companies.  The  paranoia  may 
be  spreading. 

The  Selwyn  House  administration  has 
good  reason  to  worry  about  lawsmts  and  the 
like;  these  horrible  threats  can't  be  ignored. 
It  isn't  wise  to  let  students  run  rampant  in 
the  gym  or  wrestling  room  without  some 
sort  of  supervision.  The  school  must  protect 
itself.  Fear  of  injury  during  a  snowball  fight, 
however,  is  unwarranted. 

There  is  a  set  of  unwritten  rules  adhered 
to  by  students  which  could  be  called  the 
Student  Code  of  Honour.  Very  strict 
regulations  apply:  no  throwing  iceballs  or 
snowballs  with  rocks  at  their  center, 
anything  done  with  intent  to  injure  is 
unacceptable.  Students  see  snowball 
fighting  as  recreation,  in  which  the 
combattive  aspect  is  devoid  of  malevolence. 
Like  hockey  or  other  contact  sports  the  aim 


is  fiin,  not  violence.  No  one  gets  hurt  during 
the  festive  snowball  fights  at  our  school. 

If  things  like  the  cane,  creative  lunches, 
snowball  fights,  and  rink-tackle  continue  to 
be  outlawed,  Selwyn  House  runs  the  risk  of 
becoming  a  Quiche  PsJace,  like  FACE, 
MIND,  NOSE,  or  one  of  those  bodily 
acronym  schools.  Selwyn  House  shoxild 
allow  such  character  building  activities,  and 
not  fall  prey  to  the  scare-mongering  of  the 
Safety  Generation.  The  teachers  tiuned  a 
blind  (and  sometimes  sadistic)  eye  to  the 
horrors  of  Murderball,  a  game  more  ghastly 
than  any  snowball  fight.  A  laissez-faire 
attitude  in  the  domain  of  winter  fun  would 
make  everyone  a  lot  happier. 
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REPLIES 


Letter  (in  response  to  Matthew 
Pelton's  article  ''Boycott  Shell") 

Matthew's  article  in  the  November 
3rd  edition  of  Nexus  concerned  "a  small, 
yellow  sheet  of  paper  posted  in  [the]  History 
Room  [ordering  people]  to  'Boycott 
Shell.*. ..[because]  it  operates  in  South  Af- 
rica, fueling  the  'apartheid  machine.*" 

Matthew  was  adamant  about  denoiuic- 
ing  the  purpose  and  usefulness  of  this  poster 
because  it  does  little  if  anything  to  dissuade 
people  from  filling  up  their  gas-tanks  at 
Shell.  He  persists  throughout  the  article 
that  apartheid  is  wrong  and  should  be 
fought  but  that  advertisements  hl^e  that 
against  Shell  are  useless  because  "financial 
changes,  no  matter  how  severe,  do  little  to 
change  the  faiths  people  have  held  all  their 
lives." 

I  agree  with  this.  However,  I  believe 
that  the  sign  "Boycott  Shell"  has  more 
deeply-rooted  objectives  than  merely  mak- 
ing life  hell  for  Shell.  Some  people  that 
notice  the  sign  may  be  ignorant  of  the  pres- 
ent situation  in  South  Africa,  feeling  that  it 
does  not  concern  them.  When,  however, 
they  discover  that  their  local  gas-station  is 
involved,  they  may  become  more  interested. 
In  his  article,  Matthew  denounces  the  ploy 
altogether  but,  by  expressing  his  views  in  a 
Nexus,  is  in  fact  furthering  the  anti-apart- 
heid cause,  pushing  the  other  students' 
awareness  of  apartheid  up  a  notch. 

The  ones  that  are  behind  the  "Boycott 
Shell"  ploy  probably  couldn't  care  less  about 
Shell.  All  they  are  concerned  about  is  arous- 
ing interest  for  the  anti-apartheid  cause.  So 
far,  it's  been  met  with  a  good  deal  of  public- 
ity at  Selwyn  House,  where  a  student  or  two 
might  actually  get  up  and  do  something  to 
help  the  anti-apartheid  campaign. 

-Adrian  Rosio 


In  response  to  The  Decline  and  Fall  of 
the  T.V.  Empire 

While  reading  the  last  issue  of  Nexus 
(4.2),  I  was  surprised  to  find  an  alarming 
article  written  by  the  Nexus  Production 
Editor,  Prosanto  Chaudhury.  This  article 
was,  I  feel,  a  slap  in  the  face  to  many  a 
television  viewer,  and  television  station. 
With  the  advent  of  television  there  has 
evolved  a  great  technology  in  which  much  of 
lives  depend  upon.  During  the  period  of 
time  between  its  inception  in  1 926,  and  now, 
the  advantages  of  television  have  opened 
doors  for  the  global  community  never  before 
dreamed  of 

Prosanto's  article  was  an  assault  upon 
a  very  important  base  of  our  society.  The 
television  is  an  important  medium  of  com- 
munication available  for  most  of  the  world. 
I  feel  Prosanto  neglected  his  duty  as  an 
editor ,  by  presenting  you  with  a  cynical  and 
one-sided  view  of  television  and  its  male^-o- 
lent  side  effects.  His  article  impUes  ^he 
inability  for  mankind  to  produce  qua^  ty 
programming.  As  Steinbeck  said  "a  wi  »er 
who  does  not  passionately  believe  in  ihe 
perfectibility  of  man,  has  no  dedication  nor 
any  membership  in  Literature."  So  fie,  fie 
on  all  you  cynics  of  television. 

Prosanto's  article  failed  to  cite  such 
broadcasting  stations  as  the  BBC,  which 
produces  some  of  the  most  praised 
telecasting  in  the  world.  He  failed  to 
mention  PBS,  or  any  other  of  the  public 
television  stations  which  produce  such 
pieces  of  art  as  Nova  and  Masterpiece 
Theater.  What  about  Big  Bird  and  all  his 
friends  on  Sesame  Street  a  program  that  he 
believes  exists  to  "only  to  spread 
propaganda  and  lies,  and  to  subvert 
children...?" 

What  about  such  programs  as  Vista, 
American  Playhouse,  and  Mystery]  Are 
these  programs  a  part  of  some  sinister  plot 
of  Big  Brother's,  to  enslave  us  under  a 
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totalitarian  state?  I  think  not.  Let  us  not 
forget  the  operas  and  ballets  that  television 
allows  us  to  see.  But  let  us  also  give  credit 
to  the  stations  such  as  CBS,  and  other 
national  broadcast  stations  for  their  contri- 
butions to  the  television  community. 
Prosanto  has  taken  a  rather  drab  look  at 
television  and  totally  forgotten  such  enter- 
taining comedies  as  Murphy  Brown,  and 
Night  Court.  I  am  not  trying  to  excuse  some 
of  the  garbage  on  television.  Some  shows  do 
not  contain  meaningful  scripts  or  have  good 
acting,  but  television's  advantages 
outweigh  its  disadvantages.  Television  is 
the  main  means  from  which  we  learn.  Peter 
Jennings  and  his  reports  are  among  the  in- 
formative programs  on  the  air  today.  Isn't 
television  incredible!  We  can  watch  historic 
moments  such  as  the  dismantling  of  the 
Berlin  Wall  LIVE!  We  can  see  what's 
happening  in  China  without  leaving  the 
comfort  of  our  own  ho  ^^e.  We  can  find  out 
the  weather  weeks  in  advance.  Television  is 
a  portal  to  foreign  countries,  different 
places,  and  fictional  worlds. 

Let  me  finish  by  saying  that  it  is  not 
their  place  for  cynics  to  demean  television 
without  first  considering  the  nvmierous  ad- 
vantages it  brings  society  today. 

Damion  Stodola,  lOB 


PERSONAL 
EXPERIENCES 


Roseanne 


TM 


A  Bad  "Trip" 

In  this  story  the  adventures  of  four 
fiiiends  will  be  recounted  by  an  informed 
source.  At  the  end,a  simple  question  will  be 
put  forth  and  you,  the  reader,  will  be  asked 
to  ponder  the  question's  validity  and  truth. 
The  weekend  was  beautiful.  One  of  those 
times  when  students  like  myself  are  sup- 
posedly permitted  a  little  rest  and  relaxa- 
tion. After  a  quiet  day,  evening  fell  on  the 
city  in  a  lazy  pleasant  manner.  Now  was  the 
time  for  those  same  students  to  start  in- 
qmre  as  to  what  was  going  down  that  eve- 
ning. The  two  young  men,  teenagers,  de- 
cided that  they  would  travel 
DOWNTOWN,accompanied  by  two  friends 
who  happened  to  be  girls.  Yes,  it  sounds 
quite  forbidding;  DOWNTOWN.  A  place 
that  can  rob  any  man  of  his  decency  and  aU 
the  cash  that  he  used  to  have  in  his  wallet. 
Finally  reaching  their  destination,  the 
four  stood  around  for  half  of  an  hour  trying 
to  decide  which  bar  to  go  into.  Of  cotirse  this 
writer  would  not  have  any  personal  knowl- 
edge (thank  goodness  for  the  grapevine). 
This,  it  might  be  added,  is  only  a  problem 
when  members  of  both  sexes  are  involved, 
for  girls,  it  seems,  like  and  enjoy  the  more 
classy  bars  and  discotheques  of  the  down- 
town scene.  The  problem  with  these  places 
is  that  it  can  cost  one  up  to  $3.50  without  tip 
for  a  root  beer  float.  On  the  other  hand,  the 
guys,  being  the  economically  minded  people 
we  are,  tend  towards  the  rowdier  but 
nonetheless  cheaper  bars  where  it  costs 
only  half  as  much  for  that  same  float. 

Anyways,  the  guys  finally  caved  in  and 
settled  for  one  drink  each  (a  Pepsi,  a  Coke, 
and  two  7  Ups  were  ordered)  at  the  not  so 
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exciting,  even  boring,  "nice"  bar.  Then,  the  and  the  food  and  drink  wovJd  be  very  cheap, 
four  went  off  to  the  bar  of  the  guys'  choice  Friends  coxild  be  invited  over  and,  overall, 
where  one  can  watch  the  game  on  a  large  the  whole  experience  would  be  far  more 
screen  T.V.  and  sit  with  his  friends  while  pleasant  than  the  rigors  of  the  infamous 
drinking  pitchers  of  root  beer  for  only  $6.50.  DOWNTOWN  scene.  They  would  then  ask 
After  this  the  group  tnmdled  off  to  the  next  themselves  this  :  "Isn't  this  far  better  than 
crowded  and  loud  place  in  search  for  a  more  anything  the  false  atmosphere  of  fun 
relaxing  atmosphere.  All  they  wanted  was  a  DOWNTOWN  can  offer." 
place  where  they  could  talk  and  perhaps  be  -Michael  Henderson 
heard  without  being  asked  every  few  min- 
utes to  have  another  drink  or  to  check  their  (Every  student  in  the  school  was  presented 
coats.  No  such  place  was  to  be  found.  with  a  copy  of  Ken  Danb/s  painting  The 
The  night  was  turning  into  a  nightmare.  Swimmers.  All  were  required  to  write  a 
Fim  and  excitement  was  all  they  wanted  but  response  of  some  sort.  Here  is  one  of  the 
all  they  got  was  a  hassle.  Courageously  they  more  amusing  results.) 
moved  on,  never  giving  up  hope  of  finding 

that  hidden  paradise  with  good  music,  polite  Every  Dog  Has  His  Day 
waiters,  cheap  root  beer,  and  room  for  per- 
sonal airspace.  The  group  walked  to  and  fro.  In  The  Swimmers,  you  can  almost  feel  the 
back  and  forth,  and  most  probably  in  circles,  bond  between  the  boy  and  his  dog.  Looking 
They  looked  with  expectant  eyes  and  hope-  at  Danb/s  work  reminds  me  of  summers  I 
ful  hearts  for  a  place  th^  wovdd  most  hkely  spent  in  North  Hatley  with  my  dogs.  Of 
end  up  being  called  Per  ando's  Hideaway,  them  all  (there  have  been  four  over  the 
Money  was  spent  just  getting  into  these  years),  Beaiiregard  was  the  one  who  taught 
dreadful  places  where  there  were  men  out-  me  the  most  valuable  lessons, 
side  who  looked  as  if  they  had  just  competed  Beauregard  was  my  first  dog.  My  fatiier 
in  the  all  drug  Olympics  and  had  had  a  bowl  bought  him  on  the  day  I  was  bom,  December 
of  Wheaties  and  anabolic  horse  steroids.  22,1972.  (He  was  ofthe  opinion,  and  rightly 
As  the  night  progressed,  it  did  not  look  as  if  so,  that  a  boy  should  never  grow  up  without 
there  was  an  escape  fi-om  bars  blaring  the  a  dog.)  Beauregard  was  a  pleasant,  drooling 
music  of  Miss  Teen-Bopper's  latest  albvun.  oaf,  but,  were  I  to  choose  one  word  to 
Finally  the  group  walked  home,  tired  and  describe  him  to  you,  it  would  be  "laid  back" 
depressed,  with  not  a  penny  to  their  name,  for  he  was  more  than  tolerant, 
not  even  able  to  afford  the  taxi  that  could  Being  a  Basset  hovmd,  he  was  blessed  (or 
whisk  them  away  from  the  nightmare.  cursed,  depending  upon  your  personal 
Upon  reaching  home  and  while  lying  in  bed,  tastes)  with  exaggerated  ears;  sad  eyes;  a 
prepared  for  a  good  nights  rest,  it  struck  one  long,  rather  portly,  biiild;  and  stubby  little 
ofthe  teenagers  that  downtown  is  actually  a  legs.  Unfortxinately ,  he  had  also  inherited 
colossal,  boring  waste  of  time  that  could  his  breed's  penchant  for  musical  interludes, 
actually  be  spent  at  home  with  much  more  A  fire  or  police  siren  was,  for  him,  an  open 
fim.  Slowly,  it  dawned  upon  the  group  that  invitation  for  a  howling  serenade.  Needless 
they  would  never  find  what  they  were  look-  to  say  our  neighbors  were  not  dear  friends  of 
ing  for.  That  is  the  reason  why  I  am  writing  his. 

this  essay.  The  game  could  be  watched  at  My  most  vivid  memory  occurs  the  fall 

home,  the  music  would  be  of  their  choice,  before  he  was  stolen.  One  day,  much  to  my 
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surprise,  he  bit  me.  Admittedly,  I  had  bitten 
him  first,  so  there  was  no  doubt  I  was 
deserving.  Yet,  I  was  not  shocked  so  much 
about  why  he'd  bitten  me,  but  more  by  the 
fact  that  he  had  bitten  me  at  all.  (My  father 
had  nicknamed  him  "Beau  Blob"  because  he 
never  reaUy  did  anjrthing-ever!) 

I  had  been  sitting  on  the  firont  porch  of 
the  cotintry  house  when  Beauregard 
waddled  over  and  plopped  down  next  to  me. 
My  fire  engine  qmckly  lost  its  novelty  as 
there  was  someone  for  my  four  year-old  self 
to  torment.  Rolling  the  engine  to  one  side,  I 
pounced  on  the  dog's  back  and  engaged  in  a 
scuffle... Well,  I  scuffled;  he  merely  lay  down 
and  yawned.  At  the  very  height  of  ovir  brawl, 
he  grunted  despondently  and  peered  up  at 
the  sky  with  his  melancholy  eyes  ask  for 
deliverance  fi*om  some  deity.  Then  his  collar 
slipped  off... 

The  wrestling  match  had  to  be  postponed. 
The  task  at  hand  was  to  replace  that  collar. 

My  stubby  fingers  grabbed  the  shiny  chain 
and  attempted,  tmsuccessfully,  to  maneu- 
ver it  over  his  muzzle.  But  Beaiu'egard 
wanted  no  part,  and  turned  his  head  in 
defiance.  Again  I  tried,again  he  tiimed 
away.  My  fi-agile,  young  ego  could  counte- 
nance such  fiagrant  obstinance.  In  order  to 
save  face  and  instill  in  my  canine  servant  a 
sense  of  my  obvious  superiority,  I  leaned 
forward  and  clamped  my  teeth  down  on  his 
ear. 

Obviously,  this  was  the  last  straw.  Before 
I  knew  it,  this  lazy,  bumhUng  pooch  had  bit- 
ten, what  I  had  thought  to  be  a  significant 
portion  of  my  face,  oflf.  I  was  screaming, 
blood  was  gushing,  my  parents  were 
hysterical..., but  good  'ole  Beauregard  had 
turned  and  was  now  flitting  daintily  down 
the  path  to  the  rose  garden. 
I  would  like  to  thank  Beauregard  for  teach- 
ing me  two  very  valuable  lessons: 

1)  Anyone  can  be  pushed  over  the  edge  if 
provoked. 

2)  Every  dog  has  his  day. 


CAN'T  WATT  TILL... 

OR 

MY  ADVENTURES  AFTER  SELWYN 

HOUSE 


These  are  really  big  speakers,  I  mean 
biiig.  They  have  woofers  like  the  ones  at  the 
beginning  of  Back  to  the  Future  (blows  you 
across  the  room),  and  these  particular 
speakers,  these  really  biiig  speakers,  are 
powered  by  a  really  biiig  stereo.  Now 
picture  this:  an  enormous  bam  with  gargan- 
tuan doors  on  either  side.  Said  doors  are 
wide  open  revealing  a  vast  and  wide 
outsideness.  In  said  outsideness  are  two 
carefiilly  positioned  gongs  (the  reallly  biiig 
kind).  Said  gongs  sire  placed  so  that  if  you 
were  to  stand  in  the  middle  of  the  bam  and 
look  out  the  doors,  you  could  see  a  gong 
about  thirty  yards  away  (that's  ninty  feet,  in 
case  Fm  confusing  anybody.)  Right  viiere 
you  are  standing  (in  the  middle  of  the  bam, 
in  between  the  two  open  doors),  sv :;  an 
olympic-sized  trampoline.  On  the  wall 
facing  the  trampoline  are  the 
aforementioned  speakers  with  their 
monstrous  woofers  beating  like  huge  black 
hearts.  They  are  playing  "Roadhouse 
Blues"  by  The  Doors.  The  insane  Mr.  Mor- 
rison is  wailing  through  the  rows  of  tweeters 
and  the  bass  is  turned  up  so  high  that  a  gut 
shaking  wind  blows  through  the  open  bam. 
There  I  stand,  in  my  hand  is  a  .44  Magnum 
revolver  that  will  not  be  used  for  killing  on 
this  fine  spring  day,  even  though  it  is  the 
most  powerful  handgun  known  to  our  sick 
race;  oh  no,  I  have  a  much  better  use  for  it. 
Stark  naked  and  quite  insane  I  leap  onto  the 
trampoline  letting  out  an  ancient  war  cry. 
"MANSHOTOMAI^OQUIS"  I  yeU  at  the 
top  of  my  lungs,  but  it  is  barely  audible 
above  the  twisted,  dope-addled  mutterings 
of  the  previously  mentioned  J.  Morrison  and 
this  mean  and  hard-to-master  backbeat.  I 
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do  a  graceful  backflip  and  fall,  aiming  the 
revolver  at  the  gong.  Simultaneously  I  feel 
the  kickback  from  the  gun  charge  through 
my  arms,  I  hear  the  report  of  the  gun  echo 
about  the  bam,  and  the  awesome  clang  of 
the  mighty  gong.  Just  as  Mr.  James  Morri- 
son tells  me  to  '^et  it  roll"  I  hit  the  soil 
canvas  of  the  trampoline.  Damn  straight, 
sounds  like  alot  of  fun  doesn't  it? 

-David  James 


ESSAYS 


In  Honour  Of  Mrs.  Marsh 

Mrs.  Marsh  probably  would'nt 
remember  me.  If  she  did  her  recollections  of 
me  would  be  few,  and  urj detailed.  Hearing 
her  speak  for  the  first  time  in  a  long  while 
was  inspiring  to  me.  The  first  thing  it 
inpsired  me  to  do  was  to  write  this  article. 
I  happen  to  feel  that  even  though  she  was 
honoured  as  this  year's  recipient  of  the 
Speirs  Medal,  the  honour  bestowed  on  her 
could  still  be  greater  .  To  the  students  and 
members  of  faculty  who  never  knew  Mrs. 
Marsh,  I  would  like  to  make  an  attempt,  no 
matter  how  feeble,  to  honour  her  from  a 
student's  point  of  view. 

Believe  it  or  not,  a  short  novel  could  be 
written  about  Mrs.  Marsh's  generosity, 
ingenuity,  enthusiasm,  patience,  and 
intelligence.  Examples  from  my  experience 
with  her  will  illustrate  my  points. 

Mrs.  Marsh,  as  far  as  I  am  concerned, 
was  one  of  Selwyn's  best  featxires.  When  I 
arrived  at  Selwyn  House  in  1980,  I  was  a 
wafer  thin  W.A.S.P  from  Westmount  with  a 
crooked  tie  and  no  front  teeth.  As  most  new 


boys  £ire,  I  was  unappreciated,  especially  by 
a  faction  of  my  grade  three  class  coimnonly 
known  as  the  "BULLIES".  I  knew ,  however, 
that  Selwyn  House  wotdd  be  a  good  place  for 
me.  I  was  reminded  of  this  by  two  people, 
Mrs.  Margaret  Lynn,  another  special  lady, 
and  Mrs.  Marsh. 

In  past  years  at  this  school,  Fve  heard 
quite  a  bit  about  masters  who  have 
presence,  men  who  instill  fear  and 
wonderment  in  the  boys  as  they  passed 
them  in  the  halls.  Mrs.  Marsh  had  more 
presence ,  and  instilled  more  wonderment  in 
me  than  any  other  person  has  since.  If 
someone  was  down  she  acted  as  a 
comforting  mother,  if  someone  was  troubled 
she  acted  as  concerned  counsellor.  Often  she 
wo\ild  be  the  caiise  of  your  tears,  not  because 
you  feared  her  or  she  had  punished  you,  but 
because  you  disappointed  her. 

In  my  last  four  years  at  Selwyn,  I  have 
lost  sight  of  what  this  school  is  or  was.  h^ae- 
ing  Mrs.  Marsh  on  the  stage  last  montlx  on 
Founder's  day  warmed  my  young  spirit,  and 
for  a  moment  the  tremendotis  pride  I  usei  to 
have  for  this  establishment  was  renewed, 
but  alas  that,  too,  is  history.  It  is  a  pity,  that 
we  measure  our  progress  these  days  in  the 
nxmiber  of  computers  we  own,  and  that  we 
allow  people  to  milk  the  school  for  all  that  it 
is  worth  without  giving  anything  back  to  its 
community.  It  is  a  shame  that  the  ambiance 
and  tradition  of  which  Mrs.  Marsh  spoke  is 
now  used  as  nothing  more  than  a  stepping 
stone  into  a  good  university.  It  is  also  a 
shame  that  we  are  no  longer  always  inspired 
"to  run  a  straight  race,  and  fight  a  good 
fight." 

I  believe  that  if  there  is  one  message  to  be 
gained  from  Mrs.  Marsh,  it  is  that  perhaps, 
we  as  students  and  staff,  have  lost  sight  of 
what  she  believed  in.  She  recognized  that 
this  was  a  competitive  community,  as  it 
probably  should  be,  but  at  the  same  time  she 
stated  quite  explicitly  that  there  should  be  a 
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greater  emphasis  on  having  a  certain 
respect  for  others;  Mrs.  Marsh  was  probably 
right. 

-Anthony  Brown 


Allan  Gosset 

To  some  people's  dismay,  Montrealers 
foTind  out  on  November  third,  that  Allan 
Gosset  will  be  rehired  by  Montreal  Urban 
Community  police  force.  This  decision  was 
determined  after  a  Quebec  superior  court 
judge  announced  on  November  2,  that  he 
upheld  Jean-Pierre  Lussier  decision  to 
reinstate  Gosset.  MUC  police  chief,  Alain 
St.  Germain,  said  he  had  no  alternative  but 
to  accept  the  police  veteran  back. 

I  believe  this  niling  reinforces  the 
previous  opinion  that  the  police  force  and  its 
members  are  above  the  law.  Allan  Gosset's 
reinstatement  only  underlines  the  power  of 
brotherhood  over  the  police  force  and  its 
decisions. 

This  ruling  also  makes  the  Montreal 
taxpayer  look  silly  for  paying  these  so  called 
"specialists",  to  protect  our  city  from  crime. 
If  we  are  to  pay  for  a  police  force,  we  should 
get  quality  policemen/women. 

Many  people  express  their  views  that 
Gosset  has  paid  enough,  and  deserves  to  be 
reinstated.  Yes  he  has  lost  70  000  dollars  in 
pay  for  the  period  before  the  arbitrator 
ordered  his  reinstatement.  But  is  Anthony 
GriflBn's  life  only  worth  70  000  dollars? 
Allan  Gosset  has  not  payed  enough  for  his 
crime,  and  the  criminal  justice  code  should 
prove  that.  In  reality,  Mr.  Gosset  will,  in 
most  probability  regain  the  lost  pay,  and 
according  to  Police  Chief  Alain  St.  Germain, 
will  be  subjected  to  mental  and  physical 
tests  to  determine  his  condition.  Do  people 
consider  this  a  sviitable  punishment  for  the 
murder  of  a  young  teenager?  Mr.  Gosset  is 
only  getting  a  small  slap  on  the  wrist  for  his 


crime. 

Mr.  Gosset's  tragic  bad  judgement  was 
uiy  ustifiable,  and  I  do  not  see  why  he  should 
not  pay  for  his  mistake.  In  life  when  we 
make  mistakes,  be  they  accidents  or 
purposeful,  we  must  answer  for  them.  The 
penalty  for  murder  should  be  more  severe 
then  being  fired,  or  losing  salary.  A  primary 
principal  has  been  violated  in  this  niling. 
Justice  in  Montreal  has  fallen  victim  to 
people  of  influence,  in  tliis  case  the 
brotherhood.  Mr.  Gosset  was  thus  able  to 
snake  his  way  free  of  the  law. 

How  can  we  support  a  system  that  fails 
to  hand  out  justice  properly.  Can  we 
condone  Mr.  Gosset's  actions  simply 
because  he  is  a  police  officer,  and  has  the 
right  to  use  a  gun?  In  clear  conscience,  I  say 
no. 

Quebec  Superior  Court  Judge  Viau, 
responded  to  the  public,  saying  that  h  covdd 
not  find  any  reason  to  tamper  with  Li  isier's 
decision,  citing  that  the  labor  arbitrator's 
was  binding,  and  not  subject  to  appeal. 

What  are  people  supposed  to  believe? 
How  can  we  have  any  faith  in  our  justice 
system  after  this  assault  upon  our  very 
principals  and  virtues?  The  fact  is  that 
justice  for  some  leaves  most  of  us  poorer. 

-Damion  Stodola 


Free  Jim 

I  suppose  most  of  us  must  admit  to  being 
somewhat  gleeful  when  hearing  that  the 
supposedly  Reverend  Jim  Baker  was  jailed 
and  fined  for  fraud.  It  is  nice  to  see  scum 
getting  nailed.  And,  it  seems,  he  really 
deserved  it. 

But,  once  again,  a  doubt  surfaces.  What 
seemed  like  a  simple  situation  (of  course  he 
deserved  it,  the  slime)  becomes  more 
complex.     Should  he  really  be  punished. 
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trvdy  say  his  puniahment  corresponds  to  his 
crime? 

And  what  about  his  crime,  anyway?  To 
express  it  in  simple  terms,  he  asked  people 
for  money,  and  they  gave  it  to  him.  Perhaps 
he  Ued,  connived,  and  cheated  to  achieve  his 
ends,  but  was  he  really  hurting  his 
followers?  In  exchange  for  their  money, 
they  received  a  truly  valuable  gift  -  peace  of 
mind.  They  became  convinced  that  they 
were  now  freed  of  past  sins,  and  could  enter 
safely  into  heaven  -  or  whatever.  They  were 
cleansed  of  guilt  and  unhappiness.  Jim,  by 
directing  his  grovelling  towards  the  lower 
classes,  did  something  outstanding  •  he 
made  the  poor  and  the  ignorant  genuinely 
happy.  And  their  faith  in  him  could  not  be 
shaken,  even  after  a  supposed  nervous 
breakdown,  they  supported  him.  Everyday, 
after  he  would  leave  the  court ,  they  could  be 
found,  sheering  him  on.  *  nd  by  imprisoning 
their  leader,  we  may  ver^  well  have  crushed 
their  spirit.  Yet  we  insist  we  are  doing 
right? 

And,  finally,  who  are  v^e  to  say  that  these 
followers  are  misguided?  Perhaps  Jim  and 
his  makeup  -  laden  wife  truly  are 
messengers  of  the  Lord.  In  a  way,  by 
claiming  Jim's  crusade,  was  an  elaborate 
case  of  fraud,  we  are  denying  individuals 
their  right  to  free  religious  belief.  It  does 
seem  unlikely  -  damn  near  impossible  -  but 
their  is  still  a  minute  chance  that  we  are 
mistaken.  How  can  we  be  sure  -  and  are  we 
to  judge? 

So,  Jim  shovildn't  be  jailed,  I'm  not  saying 
he's  innocent.  Simply,  what  he  did  is  no 
crime;  he  supplied  happiness  and  self- 
confidence.  No,  he  didn't  did  it  out  of  good 
will,  but,  in  punishing  him  for  his  actions, 
we  are  doing  no  good  either.  We  are 
insulting  his  followers,  and  we  are  making 
an  unsubstantiated  religious  judgement. 
And  why?  Merely  because  we  want  to 
punish  one  whom  we  hate. 


-Matthew  Pelton 


WARHOLIA 

It  is  always  a  rare  occasion  to  see  real 
hard-boiled  art,  a  kind  which  is  as  violent  as 
a  Danshiell  Haxomett  novel  and  as  direct  as 
the  Uncle  Sam  army  posters,  we  see  this 
kind  of  representation  at  the  Dominion 
Gallery's  oirrent  exhibit  on  the  highpriest 
of  Pop  Art  and  virtual  obscenity,  Andy 
Warhol.  Yes,  the  same  whose  Campbell 
soup  labels  and  brillo  boxes  have  bounced 
like  Dickensian  heroes  from  total  ridicule, 
to  a  strong  position  among  the  artistic 
ranks. 

Although  inside  the  old  fashioned  gallery 
we  see  not  these  famous  trademarks  of 
Warhol's  art,  but  a  small  collection  of  tt  \rty 
silkscreen  prints.  Among  the  portraits  are 
the  ubiquitous  Jane  Fonda,  Mao-tse-Tung, 
Mick  Jagger,  Beethoven,  and  a  handfirl  of 
experimental  still  lifes  with  applied  crayon. 
What  strikes  the  observer  most  is  Warhol's 
ability  to  dash  off  these  "works",  in  what  he 
called  ten  minutes  time.  Each  item  varies  in 
dimension  and  style.  The  Jane  Fonda 
portrait  is  an  interesting  shock  of  bright 
color,  as  the  Mick  Jagger  is  as  unintelligible 
as  mud.  Warhol  tries  to  strike  up  a  certain 
liaison  between  the  subject,  and  its 
symbolism  in  today's  world. 

Well,  is  it  art?  Of  course  not.  But  it  is  an 
awfully  interesting  exhibit  which  shows 
how  mad  art  can  get,  going  even  beyond  dear 
Marcel  Duchamp's  shovel  sculptures  and 
Mondrian's  geometrical  follies.  Warhol  can 
be  viewed  as  a  great  innovator  of  a  form 
which  tries  to  portray  life  glamorously  and 
colorfully,  to  show  that  all  is  rosy  and  nice 
around  us.  But  then,  as  you  stare  into  the 
ominous  eyes  of  Ms.  Fonda,  you  realize  a 
directness  which  rivals  that  of  a  dagger's 
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especially  to  this  extent? 

Sure,  he  pilfered  and  squandered  huge 
sums  of  money.  And  it's  good  to  know  he 
spent  it  on  such  important  projects  as  a 
religious  theme  park  -  and  himself. 
According  to  one  testimony,  he  and  Tammy 
Faye  would  buy  dozens  of  cinnamon  rolls 
each  morning  and  distribute  them 
throughout  their  mansion  -  because  they 
liked  the  smell.  But  how  heinous  is  this 
crime.  After  all,  he  is  being  pxinished  with 
life  and  some  odd  years  in  prison,  while 
rapists  and  murderers  are  receiving 
considerably  lighter  sentences.  Can  we 
blade,  cutting  so  adeptly  that  you  must  step 
back  in  limited  awe. 

But,  all  is  not  lost!  There  is  one  charcoal 
David  Hockney,  some  Rodin  copies,  and  a 
plentiful  nximber  of  crazy  Dufys  and  other 
works  by  lesser  known  artists  to  suit  all 
sorts  of  minds.  Do  we  really  need  this  kind 
of  experimentation?  History  obviously 
wants  to  test  itself.  In  some  countries  at  the 
turn  of  the  century,  we  would  call  this 
"pornography."  Today,  it  is  referred  to  as 
"genius".  Obviously,  we  have  passed  a  great 
number  of  wars  to  reach  this  decision.  And, 
we  are  still  counting! 

claiming  Jim's  crusade,  was  an  elaborate 
case  of  fraud,  we  are  denying  individuals 
their  right  to  free  reUgious  belief  It  does 
seem  unlikely  -  damn  near  impossible  -  but 
their  is  stiU  a  minute  chance  that  we  are 
mistaken.  How  can  we  be  sure  -  and  are  we 
to  judge? 

Unsung  Hero^q^gg  ^alhip 

When  people  think  of  heroes  they  almost 
always  immediately  think  of  famous  people: 
James  Dean  or  Marlon  Brando  of  some  other 
glamourous  Hollywood  or  sports  star. 
Glitz=fame=hero  status.  A  hero  is  someone 
whom  everyone  would  want  to  be:  strong, 
successful,  respected.  It  seems  to  me< 
however,  that  heroes  should  not  be  ordinary 
but  successful  people.  A  special  talent  for 


acting  or  sports  is  not  impressive:  it  is 
largely  inherited.  Also  it  is  not  an  ideal  for 
which  we  can  all  strive  for  in  our  daily  lives: 
it  is  a  specific  profession. In  short  mass 
heroes  have  no  universahty:  they  can  be  be 
put  on  pedestals  but  cannot  embody  ideals. 
A  hero  should  be  an  example  of  an  ideal 
in  practice.  Jesus  or  Gandhi  can  be  held  up 
as  examples  of  non  violence  or  tolerance  or 
asceticism.  Thoreau  can  be  an  example  of  an 
individualist.  Cotontless  others,  named  and 
unnamed  are  examples  of  honesty,  charity, 
patriotism,  resistance  to  evil  etc...  Our 
heroes  should  be  of  solid  moral  fibre  and  of 
good  character.  Achievements,  successes, 
the  opinions  of  others  should  not  figure  in 
our  criterion.  Incidents  when  such  a  hero 
was  tested  are  key  in  his  evalxiation.  Puffery 
and  verbal  pronouncements  do  not  a  role 
model  make.  Devotion  to  a  task,  however 
commendable,  does  not  qualify  one  for 
entrance  into  the  Elyssian  Fields. 

Nobility  is  a  goal  which  few  achieve. 
Nevertheless  it  is  a  xiniversal  goal.  IT  is  good 
in  itself  For  this  reason  we  should  be  careful 
who  we  elevate  to  the  position  of  "noble"  or 
"hero".  Innate  quality  is  harder  to  measure 
than  actual  accomplishments  and  often 
means  more.  It  should  be  our  quest  to  find 
real  heroes,  not  their  all-to-glad- to-receive- 
the-honovu-  imitators. 

-David  Price 


Creative 
Composition 


Not  An  Article 

At  no-time  no  people  were  not  running 
nowhere  in  Selwyn  House  not  asking  no 
students  nor  no  teachers  what  they  did  not 
think  about  nothing.  Nobody  didn't  never 
not  question  this  uneventful  non-event. 
Why  not? 
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Not  because  no  people  in  Selwyn  House 
aren't  not  ignoring  unimportant  things  that 
never  don't  happen.  Why  not? 

Not  because  nobody  in  Selwyn  House  can't 
never  not  be  \inconcemed  about  nothing 
nowhere.  No  one  never  isn't. 

This  isn't  not  very  uninteresting,  and  not 
because  nobody  never  doesn't  not  do  nothing 
about  nothing.  What  isn't  my  nonexistent 
point? 

That  nobody  in  Selwyn  House  had  not 
better  not  do  anything  about  nothing  at  no- 
time. 

B.S.  From  J.S. 


Welcome  to  my  article,  etc.  Let  me  just 
say  one  thing  .  .  .  well,  okay  maybe  more 
than  one.  Last  issue  a  certain  article  was 
printed  that  is  sure  to  become  an  historic 
piece  of  frenzied  pop  c  Jture.  I  am  not 
naming  names,  but  I  am  siire  that  this 
article  will  go  down  down  in  history  as  one  of 
Nexus'  finest.  Ab-so-loot-lee  positive.  So 
there.  And  to  all  you  critics,  you  venomous 
snakes,  you  disbelievers,  I  have  but  one 
response  . .  .  nyah,  nyah! 

Okay!  Welcome  to  my  fun  house!  Let's 
get  the  ball  rolling,  shall  we?  All  right!  After 
the  appearance  of  the  aforementioned 
article  several  weeks  ago,  its  author  was 
approached  by  a  certain  Mr.  D.,  along  with 
one  of  his  henchmen,  the  evil  and  dastsu-dly 
Mr.  P.  "Mr.  Author,"  they  said,  "what  the 
devil  was  that  article  about?".  "Uh  .  .  .  uh  . 
.  .  uh  .  .  ."  The  author  feigned  ignorance. 
"Look,  Mr.  Author,"  they  bleated,  "what  you 
have  done  is  interesting,  but  only  mildly  so. 
A  Selwyn  House  student  is  well-read,  and  on 
top  of  things.  We  simply  don't  feed  him  last 
issue  for  yet  another  time.  "Uh . . .  uh . . .  uh 
.  .  ."The  author  continued  to  feign.  "What 
we're  saying  is  that,  well,  frankly,  the  public 
demands  articles  that  centers  around  a 
topic.     D'you  understand?"     The  author 


nodded  his  head  in  a  slow,  sad 
acknowledgement.  Yes,  he  solemnly 
agreed,  he  would  write  articles  that 
centered  around  given  topics  . . . 

Selwyn  House  needs  a  swim  team.  No, 
seriously.  Hey,  I  mean  it.  Bear  with  me,  will 
you?  Look  around,  how  many  schools  do  you 
see  that  have  swim  teams?  A  few,  eh? 
Told'ja.  I  reahze  that  other  classy  places 
such  as  L.C.C.,  and,  uhm,  wherever  don't 
have  one,  but  still,  think  of  how  Selly  would 
clean  up  in  competitive  aquatics?  (Did  I 
actually  say,  "competitive  aquatics"? 
Regardless  .  .  .)  Water  polo!  Diving! 
Swimming!  And  for  the  ladies,  sjmchro!  Tm 
sure  a  lot  of  you  fellas  out  there  would  enjoy 
water  polo,  it's  just  like  football  in  the  water! 
C'mon,  we'd  destroy  any  other  teams  in  the 
G.M.A.A.  if  we  got ...  oh.  Selwyn  doesn't 
have  a  swimming  pool,  you  say?  Oh.  Well, 
why  the  heck  not?  We  should  have  the  ri^ht 
to  pursue  these  activities  as  a  form  of  gym, 
just  like  any  other  students  whose  school 
has  an  aquatic  center.  Sure,  there's  no  room 
for  a  pool  on  the  property  Selwyn  owns,  ^.ut 
what  about  renting  from  the  YMCA?  Or 
someone  else?  I  like  the  idea.  So  get  off  yoxir 
heinies,  boys,  and  sign  those  petitions. 
Think  of  how  much  better  the  school  woiild 
look  on  the  whole,  if  it  offered  swimming  etc. 
as  well  as  rugby,  football,  hockey  .  .  .  now 
that's  a  well-rounded  sports  program.  Mr. 
Beauchamp,  whaddya  think? 

. .  .  and  the  author  pushes  himself  away 
from  the  keyboard,  unsure  as  to  whether  his 
so-called  "topic"  will  be  a  success.  Oh,  all 
right.  Enough,  already.  It's  me,  okay?  I 
hate  these  phony  third-person  narratives, 
the  mysterious  "author"  is  me.  It's  me,  it's 
me,  it's  me.  This  whole  article  just  feels  very 
weird.  Hello?  Is  there  anybody  out  there? 
Or  am  I  just  these  few  lone  characters  on  a 
page,  joining  together  to  make  words?  The 
last  article  was  ofiF- the- wall,  but  at  least  it 
was  comfortable  to  write.  This . . .  this  is  just 
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plain  strange.  Fm  not  kidding  about  that 
part.  Don't  joke  about  it.  I  must  focus  my 
thoughts  right  now,  for  Fm  going  through 
several  traumatic  minutes.  There,  that's 
better.  And  now  that  psycho-analysis, 
topics,  and  third-person  narratives  are  over, 
onward,  I  say!  Onward  with  this  cavalcade 
of  fiin! 

But  unfortunately  for  you,  and  luckily  for 
me  (or,  it  could  be  argued,  vice-versa)  Fm 
almost  outta  space.  Not  that  I  have  a  word 
limit  or  anything,  but  I  don't  really  wanna 
push  my  luck.  Wait,  is  that  the  doorbell? 
Hold  on  a  sec,  HI  just  take  a  look  through  my 
peephole  to  see  who  it  is.  Holy  shades  of 
Matt  Shapiro?  It's  Randy  Macho  Man 
Savage,  with  his  manager.  Scary  Sheri! 
They're  here  to  promote  their  upcoming 
bout  with  Hulk  Hogan,  no  doubt.  111  Just 
hide  right  here,  and  hope  they  go  away. 
Good,  they  left.  Speaking  of  wrestlers,  did  I 
mention  that  in  my  next  article  (if  there  is  a 
next  article)  111  be  interviewing  Roseanne 
Barr  as  an  extra-special  bonus  to  all  you 
loyal  readers?  No?  Well  good,  'cause  it's  not 
true.  Nah,nah,  just  kidding.  The  interview 
will  appear,  uncensored,  in  the  next  Nexus. 
Goodbye  everybody!  Oh  wait,  some  of  you 
had  your  interest  piqued  by  my  nutty  trivia 
quiz  from  the  last  ish.  You  want  answers,  I 
suppose?  (I  love  being  coy)  Well  here  they 
are . . .  Axl  Rose's  real  name  is  William  Baily. 
Izzy  Stradlin's  is  Jeff  Isabelle.  Slash's  (and 
this  was  quite  the  stumper)  is  Sol  Hudson. 
G'n'R's  first  British  single  was  "It's  So  Easy" 
with  "Mr.  Brownstone"  on  the  back.  There. 
Now  you  know;  run  off  and  tell  all  your 
friends.  Here  now,  by  overwhelming 
demand,  are  a  mishmash  of  more  music- 
oriented  questions  to  pick  your  brain  with. 
What  is  L.L.  Cool  J's  real  name?  What  does 
L.L.  Cool  J  stand  for?  What  current  popular 
rapper  wrote  (the  rap)  "Wild  Thing"?  (and  it 
ain't  obvious,  trust  me)  What  is  Prince's  real 
name?  And  finally,  what  (according  to  my 


sources  in  Kirkland  . . .  this  is  unverified)  is 
a  "metallica'7 

Hmmm.  An  up  and  down  article  on  the 
whole,  with  different  partB  for  different 
people,  but  no  big  BWAH-HA-HAs  or  any 
other  noticeable  soiind  affects.  Please  note, 
everyone  I  did  have  a  topic.  So  I  didn't  talk 
about  it  the  whole  time.  Diff  rent  strokes  for 
diff  rent  folks,  as  I  like  to  say.  I  think  Fll  go 
blindfold  myself  and  rent  some  movies  .  .  . 
that's  always  ftin.  My  article  is  over 
(remember,  next  time,  Roseanne, 
Roseanne,  Roseanne!),  excelsior! 

-J.S.  Trzcienski 


NEAL  SAYS 


The  following  is  an  imaginary  after- 
dinner  address  to  the  members  -J  the 
Society  for  the  Traditional  and  Esiv  ntial 
parts  of  American  Cuisine. 

"  Good  evening  and  what  can  I  say,  I 
can't  decide  which  was  better,  the  roa:t  beef, 
the  ham ,  the  turkey  or  the  lamb.  Indeed,  all 
four  were  so  exquisitely  prepared  that  I 
must  say,  of  all  the  dinners  at  all  the 
conventions  Fve  been  asked  to  speak  at,  this 
one  stands  out  as  the  best.  My  compliments 
to  the  butcher. 

"  Fellow  members  of  the  Society  for  the 
Traditional  and  Essential  parts  of  American 
Cuisine,  I  would  like  to  address  you  tonight 
on  the  dawn  of,  what  I  like  to  call,  the 
Vegetarian  Extremists.  They  will  do 
anything  to  convince  us  that  we  are  wrong 
and  they  are  not  spies  from  behind  the  Iron 
Curtain.  In  the  past,  vegetarians  would 
hardly  discuss  what  they,  in  their 
ignorance,  believed  the  'advantages'  of 
vegetarianism.  When  they  did,  atleast  they 
would  speak  truthfully  and  use  honest 
methods  to  get  their  pagan  ideas  acrosss, 
after  which  we  would  tell  them  that  we 
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thought  them  to  be  fools  or  rather  knew 
them  to  be  fools,  and  they  would  just  SHUT 
UP!!!  But  the  old  guard  has  withered  away 
into  a  new  breed  of  vegetarian,  the  'socially 
conscious'  and  socially  outcast,  teenage 
losers. 

"  They  attend  their  private  schools  and 
don't  fit  in  as  they  are,  ofcourse,  rejected  by 
the  three  socially  'in'  cliques  :  the  athletes; 
the  Honour  Society;  and  my  personal 
favorite,  the  better  looking  students  of  each 
grade.  In  other  words  :  they  don't  make  any 
of  the  teams,  they  don't  do  well  in  school,  and 
they  don't  look  good.  So  they  then  turn  to 
the, '  Well  be  your  friends,  because  it  really 
doesn't  take  any  talent  to  fit  in  with  us...' 
vegetarian  clique,  rejecting  all  that  the  "in' 
cliques  in  their  schools  stand  for  : 
sportsmanship,  intelligence,  having  fi*iends 
over  for  hotdogs  and  hamburgers, 
capitalism,  and  the  rock  Pid  roll  we  listened 
to  when  we  were  teenagers.  As  well,  tthey 
shun  the  two  most  important  institutions  of 
a  school:  the  Football  Team  -  and  the 
Debating  Club. 

"  Friends  come  ovei  and  have  quiche, 
light  beer  or  some  kind  of  FRUITY  cooler! 
WHERE''S  THE  BEEF?!  If  they're  too 
insecure  to  '  JUST  SAY  NO!"  you'd  think 
they'd  atleast  have  real  beer  and  pour  some 
Miller  Draft  down  the  fvmnel.  But  instead, 
yelling  and  screaming  about  the  'unfairness 
of  capitalism',  these  stone  dcommunist 
poets,  who  always  seem  to  be  dressed  in 
black,  walk  into  their  local  alternative 
record  stores  singing  lyrics  with  no  social 
value  such  as  -  and  I  quote  - '  What's  that 
sound  coming  put  of  the  hole  in  the  wood  ?!' 
by  scimi  with  names  such  as  -  and  I  kid  you 
not-  the  DEAD  MILKMEN.  Alright! 
Alright!  Let  me  get  this  straight  -  killing 
cows  for  the  sake  of  food,  no;  but  zombie 
milkmen  on  stage  for  the  sake  of  'music' 


yes?! 


'Not    only    are    these    vegetarians 


progressive  liberal  hypocrates,  but  they 
attend  meetings  at  the  Soviet  Embasy  -  and 
the  Walter  Mondale  residence  -  to  raise 
funds.  This  money  is  capital  for  an  intricate 
plan  in  which  they  take  advantage  of  our 
great  capitalist  system.  A  certain  area  in  the 
country  is  designated  and  in  this  area,  these 
young  Marxists  clean  all  stores  out  of  their 
supply  of  two  alleged  meat  substitutes:  tofu 
and  fallaphal,  the  latter  sounding  much  like 
aweful,  which  gives  you  an  idea  of  how  it 
probably  tastes!  This  creates  an  artificial 
demand  in  the  mind  of  the  storekeeper  who 
then  orders  more  than  he  originally  had. 
But  our  little  KGB  informants  in  trainning 
do  not  touch  the  second  shipment  which 
creates  a  surplus.  As  in  all  surpluses,  the 
price  plummets,  and  normal  people  start 

thinking  of  these  blasphemous  creations  as 
cheap  alternatives  to  our  sacred  meat!  This 
plan  is  run  all  over  the  country  in  an  ef!l  rt 
to  brainwash  and  condition  us  into  buying 
imposter  meat.  Allready  they've  come  up 
with  '  tofuburgers'  and  'tofudogs'.  '  What's 
next?'  you  ask?  They've  started  brinwash  ng 
our  children!  They've  put  tofu  in  our  ice 
cream!! 

Tiook'it!  This  is  more  than  teenage  rebellion 
my  friends!  This  is  a  deliberate  ploy  by  the 
Soviet  government  to  create  inner  anarchy 
in  our  great  coimtry!  WE  MUST  NOT  LET 
THAT  HAPPEN!  WE  MUST  TAKE 
ACTION!  This  is  the  STEAC  Plan  of  Action: 

1 )  Tofu  and  fallaphal  bonfires  to  be  held  in 
front  of  all  health  food  stores  across  the 
country 

2)  Discontinue  any  friendships  you  may 
have  with  vegetarians,  their  friends,  or 
their  families 

3)  Boycott  any  store  that  sells  tofii, 
fallaphal,  or  alternative  music 

4)  Chuck  any  buisness  relationships  you 
may  have  with  vegetarians  or  anu 
institution  that  hires  vegetarians. 

"  The  task  ahead  of  us  is  indeed  a  difficult 
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one  my  friend,  but  if  we  beef  up  our  moral 
and  resolve,  we  can  meat  the  challenge.  If 
you  have  any  questions,  please  do  not 
hesitate  to  call  us  at  our  information  hotline 
when  you  get  home  tonight.  The  number  is 
:  1-  800-  328-6328  that's  1-800-EAT-MEAT. 
I  will  leave  you  tonight,  my  friends,  with 
words  of  inspiration  for  our  great  task, 
originally  written  by  Alfred  Tennyson  in  the 
poem '  Ulysses'. 
"  '  ...Come  my  friends, 

Tis  not  to  late  to  seek  a  newer  world. 

Push  off,  and  sitting  well  in  order  smite 

The  sounding  furrows;  for  my  purpose 
holds 

To  sail  beyond  the  sunset,  and  the 
baths 

Of  all  the  western  stars,  imtil  I  die. 
'  LONG  LIVE  PROTEIN!!!  LONG  LIVE 
BEEF!!!" 


FEATURES 


PUZZLES 

1 .  A  grocer  buys  oranges  at  3  for  25  cents. 
He  plans  to  sell  them  at  5  for  45  cents.  In 
order  to  make  a  profit  of  3.00$,  how  many 
must  he  sell  ? 

2.  The  rear  wheel  of  a  baby  carriage  has  a 
circvunference  which  is  2  feet  more  than  the 
circumference  of  the  front  wheel.  If  the  front 
wheel  makes  24  more  revolutions  per  mile 
than  the  rear  wheel,  find  the  circumference 
of  the  rear  wheel. 

3.  Find  the  digit's  P  and  Q  if   P8 

2730 


4.    If  8nm9  is  a  four  digit  number  and  a 
perfect  square,  find  the  value  of  m+n. 


5.  If  a  -  b  =  3  and  b  -  c  =  3,  find  the  value  of 
a  -  2b  +  c. 

6.  Solveforx  =  4-4  =  24 

7.  Find  all  iteger  values  of  m  so  that 

y  =  mx  -1  intersects  13x  +  lly  =  700  at 
lattice  points  (i.e.  (x ;  y)  Z  x  Z)  (grades  10,11) 

Science  Notes 

From  time  to  time  people  have  asked 
about  the  eqmvalency  of  various  Richter 
Niunbers  to  the  energy  released  by  so  much 
TNT.  I  attended  a  lecture  today  by  Prof. 
Matt  Kondolf  of  UCB's  Landscape 
Architectvire  Department,  whose  field  is  not 
how  to  make  azaleas  pretty  but  what  kind  of 
land  use  is  sensible  in  seismic  zone^.  He 
showed  this  slide,  which  I  proceeded  to  copy 
down. 

Richter  numbers:  Equivalent  c  .ergy 
release  in  Terms  of  Weight  in  TNT 


Richter  Number 

Equivalent  i 

1.0 

6oz. 

1.5 

21b. 

2.0 

131b. 

2.5 

63  1b. 

3.0 

397  lb. 

3.5 

1,9901b 

4.0 

6  tons 

4.5 

32  tons 

5.0 

199  tons 

5.5 

1 ,  000  tons 

6.0 

6,  270  tons 

6.5 

31,  550  tons 

7.0 

199,  000  tons 

7.5 

1, 

000,  000  tons 

8.0 

6, 

270,  000  tons 

8.5 

31, 

550,  000  tons 

9.0 

199, 

000,  000  tons 
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Chronophiles 

"Amtrack  passenger  trains  across  the 
United  States  were  scheduled  to  stop  dead 
in  their  tracks  early  Sunday  morning  to 
compensate  for  an  hour  change  [from 
Daylight  Saving  Time]  to  standard  time.  // 
They  will  stop  and  if  necessary  wait  for  one 
hoxxr  so  the  trains  will  not  be  ahead  of  time 
at  the  next  station,'  said  Art  LLoyd,  western 
region  spokesman  for  Amtrack.  //  Lloyd 
estimates  there  are  about  40  passenger 
trains  that  will  stop  at  2  a.m.  local  daylight 
time  and  wait  for  time  to  catch  up  with 
them.  //  'This  is  to  protect  the  passengers 
tomorrow  morning  who  are  waiting  to  get  on 
a  train.  If  they  didn't  stop  and  wait,  then  the 
train  wo\ild  be  early  and  passengers  would 
miss  the  next  train,'  he  said.  /.J  Some  35 
000  rail  passengers  were  expected  to  be 
aboard  for  the  time  chaxige,  Lloyd  said." 

— San  Francisco  Exarriiner 
25  October,  1987 


Overheard 

"This  picture  seazes  a  feeling  of  peace  on 
me." 

Heading  at  the  top  of  a  Comment  Page: 
"Blank  Comment  Page" 

"Two  vast  and  trunkless  legs  of  stone  stand 
in  the  dessert."  (grade  9  memory  work) 

"There  ensembles  included  dark  hats  and 
swayed  boats." 

"More  than  one  and  a  half  million  people  in 
North  America  were  injured  in  an 
automobile  accident  in  1 985  and  almost  50 

000  of  them  died." 

"Hunger  struck  me  as  hard  as  Gary  did  after 

1  teased  him." 


"We   each  got  ten  dollars   to   spend  in 

downtown  Calgary  (as  m  two  big  blocks  of 

gay  cowboys  jumping  and  dancing  to  an 

annoying  rhythm,   singing  crap  country 

music) 

— ^English  Depculment 

"I  was  in  the  bathroom  and  I  gave  Luke  my 
thing."  — Joel  Guinness 

Warren  Valdmanis:  "I  have  trench  foot 
(alluding  to  an  allegedly  smelly  disease  in 

WWI). 
Richard  Poejo:  "TTou  [Warren]  have  trench 

body!" 


Time  Time  Time 


How  much  does  our  new  schediile  do? 
How  well  does  it  improve  out  (the  stude:  ts') 
phght?  Shortening  long  school  hours  uoes 
try  to  solve  this  greatly  overlooked  problem; 
as  it  does  so,  however,  it  creates  a  few  other 
problems  that  are  liable  to  have  effects  on 
overburdened  students. 

Abolishing  the  old  three-thirty  ciass 
frame  has  created  a  great  sense  of  relief 
among  the  student  body.  Few  argue 
anymore  that  Mondays  and  Thursdays  are 
impossible  to  get  through  because  the  days 
are  so  long.  A  tremendous  amoimt  of  mental 
pressure  has  been  relieved  form  the 
students  by  the  implementation  of  the  new 
system.  The  timetable  now  allows  students 
to  schedule  meeting  with  teachers  after 
school  in  order  to  get  extra  help.  Before,  no 
one  was  willing  to  see  teachers  during  the 
afternoon  after  4:15  because  of  the  the  late 
hoiu"S  these  meetings  were  planned  for;  the 
strain  of  working  for  eight  hours  a  day  also 
discouraged  these  late  afternoon  meetings. 
Students  are  now  probably  more  willing  to 
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remain  in  school  aflerhours  to  get  help  in  a 
subject,  do  research  in  the  library,  catch  up 
with  late  work,  or  even  hang  around  a  few 
minutes  and  talk  with  friends.  The  best 
improvement  of  the  timetable  change  has 
made  is  giving  ample  time  to  students  who 
Uve  far  away  from  school,  to  travel  home 
leisurely  and  have  a  greater  amount  of  time 
to  spend  doing  homework  or  relaxing. 

This  new  system  has  created  a  few  new 
problems,  though.  In  order  to  implement 
this  timetable,  a  few  changes  had  to  be 
made.  The  Thursday  morning  third  period 
usually  allotted  to  school  assemblies,  has 
been  replaced  by  the  old  3:30  period  in  order 
to  shorten  the  day.  Mondays  have  also  been 
shortened  by  abolishing  the  grade  study 
period.  These  attacks  upon  school  periods 
has  destroyed  the  only  salvation  some 
students  might  have  had;  these  periods 
were  needed,  or  at  least  aided,  to  help  some 
students  to  confront  heavy  workloads. 
Because  these  work  periods  have  been  cut, 
some  students  are  now  left  at  the  mercy  of 
their  irrational  teachers  who, 
understandably,  must  stick  to  their  own 
tight  schedule.  These  students  have  no 
extra  time  during  the  day  to  complete,  start 
or  look  over  what  work  they  could  easily  do 
in  school  thereby  creating  more  time  to 
spend  on  other  activities  at  home;  the  time 
students  gain  from  the  new  system  they  lose 
working  on  greater  amounts  of  homework. 
These  students  will  be  prone  to  handing  in 
assignments  late.  In  order  to  meet 
important  deadlines,  the  students  will  have 
to  work  late  nights  not  just  one  evening,  but 
several  in  a  row.  Productive  work  from 
these  students,  in  the  long  term,  will 
decrease  because  they  will  be  doing  their 
homework  while  unable  to  think  properly. 

The  first  problem  could  have  been  alleviated 
had  it  not  been  accompanied  by  this  second 
and    most    important    problem    of   all. 


rearranging  the  school  schedule  has 
drastically  decreased  the  number  of  student 
free  periods  from  past  years,  no  longer  do 
people  manage  to  get  six  to  eight  frees  a 
week  by  dropping  a  few  hard  courses.  Now 
only  a  lucky  few  in  advanced  courses  are 
eligible  for  a  maximum  of  four  frees  per 
week.  This  blatant  destruction  of  frees 
obliterates  one  of  the  most  valuable  periods 
of  a  school  day.  For  students,  these  are 
sacred,  precious  minuted  of  the  day  in  which 
one  may  do  work  and,  most  of  all,  regather 
our  senses  and  relax  in  order  to  strive 
onward  through  the  week.  These  periods 
are  not  only  beneficial  but  are  necessary  to 
the  modern  student  who  is  under 
tremendous  social  and  scholastic  presstire 
to  perform  exceptionally  well.  Just  one 
study  a  week  makes  a  difference,  because  of 
the  increase  in  homework,  these  periods  are 
needed  more  than  ever,  especially  for  those 
who  have  braved  the  impossible  at  Selwyn: 
taking  a  full  course  load. 

The  new  school  schedule,  therefor t,  does 
not  really  accomplish  its  goal:  to  decrease 
scholastic  pressure  on  the  student.  In  fact, 
even  though  its  valiant  attempt  to  confront 
certain  scholastic  problems,  it  worsens  the 
student's  plight  because  it  increases  his 
work  load  and  takes  away  any  frees  or 
studies  he  might  have  had  in  order  to 
alleviate  the  problem.         -Maurice  Gibbs 


CLASSIFIED 


FOR  SALE: 

Salomon  Technica  GTS  ski  boots 
(size  71/2)  (90$) 

Elan  RS  White  skis  (175$)  with 
Tyrolia  230  bindings  (100$) 
Prices  are  negotiable 
Contact  Maurice  Gibbs 
(lib  or  call  489-3564) 


Noverab*  r  99, 1S39 


IS 


« f 


,;.  ,!(^^ 


.-! 


~  ^UL        ''5'-  '^- 1*^- '  '^^'l 


} 


■<?>, 


ri^  THE  JSHAoo^^  ~^t:  .5e 


t'  <  ti^» 


•B"; 


'  *\ HE    EW^I^SM"  Sh.'-'v^ 


,"W- 


../  Ill  ^i^^- 


-'    a  ; 


